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contained nothing which could be associated with the crime, nothing which even an investigator most inclined to jump to far-fetched conclusions could possibly regard as incriminating evidence or as an object stolen from the hovel. Anyway, even if they did not believe him, Quinette would thus escape the charge of being a receiver.
So it was imperative to make a minute, searching investigation of that trunk. (With the same rigid methodicalness as last Tuesday, when he had applied himself to the task of making the kitchen clean of any trace of blood, in the scientific sense of the word "trace.") Any suspicious object, anything that lent itself to equivocal interpretation, must be burned.
The worst of it was that it was equally urgent for him to invent a plausible story about the trunk. The first question the police would ask him, if they came in now, or if they were waiting for him on his return, would be : " You have such-and-such a trunk here ? Good. Why ? "
Quinette had, indeed, thought about the answer during these last few days ; but he had not put any hard thinking into it. He had been lazy, like a man awaiting inspiration. Besides, the most ingenious story he could think of would be worthless in so far as it was not confirmed by Leheudry, who would be interrogated separately. Therefore he must go and see Leheudry as soon as possible and teach him his lesson.
There was no way of doing everything at once. There was not even any force of reasoning which dictated an order of urgency. All arguments were forcible, and everything was urgent.
But already he had pushed the trunk into the kitchen, opened it wide, and cleared the table so that he could put all the contents on it one by one. He cleared his throat. He blinked his eyes several times, vigorously. With a twist of his shoulders he freed his neck as much as he could from the encumbrance of his clothes. He sought out in the depths of his being every disposable atom of attention. He effected, in the mechanism of his mind, that kind of change of speed